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Chiding Letter, Oc. 


n 


ow durſt you write that 
| 5 LETTER of the 23d of 
[SEGY. | March? Was it for one of 
— your mean Abilities to en- 
ter the Liſts with a Man, not only of 
fine Parts and elevated Genius, but 
a Wit of the firſt Magnitude ? Is 
he, think you, Sir, to be called to 
Account by every Blockhead that can; 
get a Sheet of Paper to ſcribble on? 
And cou'd you hope to turn the 
Laugh upon him by an incoherent. 
Rapſody of old Women's a——_ 
as 


(6) 


Alas! how was you ſuch a Fool-har- 


dy Coxcomb as to riſk the dipping 


of his Pen in Gall? Is your Head fo 
altogether Leaden, ſo entirely of 
Kings and Biſhops Metal? that you 
perceive not the elegant Language of 
Terence ; the poignant Ridicule of 


Horace; and the manly Indignation 


of Juvenal, which runs through the 


incomparable Piece of Satyr you 


EY 


ſenſeleſsly make free with; or did 
the great Candour and Indulgence 
(the Nature and Aggravations of their 
Offence conſidered) with which he 
has treated the Right Reverend Ca- 


non and Archdeacon, tempt you to pre- 


fumg, that a Man of his gentle Diſ- 
politÞn, and ſuperior Sweetneſs of 
Temper, would be inclined to del- 
piſe, at leaſt, if not pity, rather than 
expoſe an Enemy from a Triumph 
over whom ſo little Honour could be 
hoped for. 
Bor 


3] 


Bur I am not to anſwer for your 
fond Preſumptions. Tis very well 
for you your Name is not known, 
yourſelf or Family elſe might yield 


the World ſome Diverſion ; born I 
make no queſtion ob/curo loco et Fa- 


milid parum honefid, which makes 


you take ſo much Pains to keep be- 


hind the Curtain. This Faculty of 


Sculking, and Impudence to your 
Superiors, ſmells very ſtrong of the 


Dunghill; and truly you may be very 
thankful if you fare no worſe than 
your Bezters. Nor is it leſs happy 
for the Fellow whoſe Name is in the 


Title-page, that the Stile and Matter 
of the Letter is manifeſtly below him. 
Cou'd he have been ſuppoſed Fool 


enough to have written it, nothing 


ſhould have ſcreen'd him ; his Ruin 


had been inevitable; he ſhould have 


found by Experience woeful 
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That it is a dangerous Thing 
Indeed 70 * Dr. K. 


Tux World had not beſt be found 
in giving it Countenance. The Dr. 
T would have them to know is per- 
fectly well ſatisfied of his own entire 


Merit, notwithſtanding the ſmall Va- 
lue others ſat on it. For what Ar- 


gument againſt Merit in any Man is 
the World's Ingratitude, or Want of 


Judgment, in letting it go unreward- 


ed? The Dr. is not to be made a 
Jeſt of, and he ſhan't be run down: 
He can make Repriſals, and will: 
Woe be to that Man, or that Set of 
Men who fall under his Laſh ; he has 
done himſelf Juſti ce hate now on 
a whole Nation at once. What tho 
his Friends prevailed on him to burn 
"it, twas a Satyr, I aſſure you, every 


way worthy his great Self. Defendit . 


numerus is a Maxim long ſince ex- 


ploded. 


r e cv oa wc e had . od 
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ploded. A Man of Spirit, and va- 
lue what the World fays of him! 
And a Wit too! O fie! a good Aſ- 
ſurance and a Sacrifice or two 
properly choſen and ſerved up with 
ſome Smartneſs, be the Charge never 
ſo true, will banter it off. Cau- 
tion beſpeaks Puſilanimity. The 
more Danger the more Honour. What, 
or whom, has he to be afraid of; who 
has the Art to give his Adverſary the 
Fool's Cap? Who, I pray you, diſ- 
putes the ep Talents of Ari/to- 
fhanes, notwithſtanding the loud Pre- 
tences of his grave Antagoniſt to Juſt- 
neſs, Delicacy, and Strength of Rea- 
ſoning? An happy Knack at Ridi- 
cule is of itſelf ſufficient to make a 
Man formidable, if he have but 
Courage to lay on thick; like Ma- 
rius's Darts it incommodates an Ene- 
my as much or more than if it cut 
deeper. Put but the World into a Diſ- 
quiſition to be giggling, and the ge- 
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neral 


i tw) 

neral Run will ſoon be ready to think 
that every thing which is laught at, 
with any Mixture of Wit, is ridicu- 
los in itſelf; and can the Dr. get 
the Grin of his Side, he cares not a 
Ruſh what Offence it occaſions. *Tis 
the Part of the Vanquiſhed to look 
to Conſequences not his. 


Hor really, Sir, you have taken 
up the Office of a Cenſor to fine 


Purpoſe. The Doctor, far from re- 


carding what fuch a Tool as you ſays 
of his more than Artic Performance, 
is for ever reading it, and for ever 
admiring it: And prithee, Fellow, 
if you will needs attempt to be wit- 
ty, learn of him zhe Difference be- 
zween Attic Irony, and Elegance of 
Wit; and your intemperate Scurri- 
lity, and illiberal Banter. , 


War a Rout is here about a lit- 
tle harmleſs Mirth ? I am called all 
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(OS. 
70 Pieces about it in all Companies] 
But what ſhould occaſion this la- 
mentable Outcry ? Why, in good 
Faith, as the Clown in Shakeſpear 
ſays, but a Trifle neither, if the 
Learned ſhould ſpeak Truth of it; 
only a few innocent Jokes on dead 
Kings and live Biſhops. The Doc- 
tor had a Mind to ſhew his Wit, 
and convince the World of his Skill 
in he Latin Tongue. You would 
not have had him proſtitute his Pen, 
or cramp the Vivacity of his Geni- 
us: He is Maſter of a courtly Stile, 
which he fails not to improve with 
Plenty of Artic Seaſoning. The 
more exalted the Station, the larger 
the Field for Wit : The more prince- 
ly the Subject, the greater Room 
for Elegance. The polite Sarcaſms 
of the Doctor had been ill beſtowed 
on a Clown's Pate; and had ſound- 
ed as ridiculous, poſſibly, in vulgar 
B 2 Ears, 
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Ears, as your Buffoonry at Court: 
And what greater Offence, pray, in 
jeſting on one Part of the Body than 
another? What Harm more in ſay- 
ing a King hath a leaden Head, 
than Tron Sides ? Of the two a bad 
Heart is worſe than a bad Head, 
and much more to be dreaded, 
Our Anceſtors took this Liberty un- 
reproved, and why may not we? 


Bor the ſagacious Doctor wy 
foreſeeing the Capriciouſneſs of thoſe 
who might envy him the Reputa- 
tion of his Wit and Learning, in- 
terpoſeth a Caution in Favour of 
* live Kings, which ſufficiently de- 
monſtrates the tender Sentiments he 
hath for the whole Race of them at 
once. To which he adds a Paren- 


theſis big with Loyalty to his own 


* Vivis neque uti ſcio neque abuti. 
Sove- 


131 

Sovereign, and expreſſive of + ſuch 
a Regard as is not elſewhere to be 
met with, for his /acred Perſon and 
Dignity, Where now is the Hurt 


done? 


I wouLD fain know too, what 
Cauſe of Complaint our mitred 
Heads have againſt him : No one 
ſure can think much of contributing 
his Part towards furniſhing out a 
Comic Entertainment for the Inſtruc- 
tion of the World in Polizeneſs and 
Literature, eſpecially in ſo much 
good Company: Beſides, what is an 
Entertainment without a faſhionable 
Diſh or two? Wit is thrown away 
on a Subject out of Vogue. The 
Mercurial Writers of the Old VW higg 
I dare anſwer for them (and theirs 
is the Region of free Wit and Po- 


- + Uno noſtro excepto, ſan? bomine nullorum. 


liteneſs) 


C14 ] 
liteneſs) can ſee more good Taſte 
and happy Turn of Thought in 
the ſmart Fling the Doctor has at 
the public Character of theſe Gen- 
tlemen, than in all the quaint Aﬀec- 
tation of your whole Letter, 


Ir he has been hard upon them 
in their private Capacities, tis their 
own Fault, and they may thank 
themſelves for it : What had they to 
do to let their Tongues run againſt 
a Man of his known Abilities? To 
ſpeak in your own Way, they have 
only a Kick for their Bite, have they ? 
The Law of Retaliation is what moſt 
walk by in their own Caſe, however 
wiſely they may look, and argue 
againſt it, when tis altered into that 
of another Perſon. Who among us 
will bear to be found Fault with, 


Alba Sacerdotii. 


that 
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that has it in Power, as well as In- 
clination, to revenge himſelf ? Are 
the Gentlemen angry at being called 
Fools ? Why then wou'd they be 
meddling? Are they diſguſted at be- 
ing ſet out as Time-Servers ? Why 
do they eſpouſe Principles maniteſt- 
ly obnoxious ? Did not they know 
the Doctors Way of Thinking? 
And by the good Leave of your —— 
IF this Man is to be made a Yoke 
of, and that to be ſtigmatixed, bare- 
ly becauſe they differ from us in O- 
pinion or Principles; the Barriers 
of Virtue are laid flat at once: I 
would fain aſk what Provocation de- 
ſerves ſeverer Puniſhment ? Is it not 
an open Inſult on the Judgment? 
And ſhall I ever forgive the Man 
who dares call my Underſtanding in 
Queſtion, by preſuming not to think 
exactly as I do? In the Heat of 
your Zeal, Sir, and perhaps through 
2 Fondneſs to that pretty Sentence 

you 


F = 


you might forget probably that you 


had a Man of Spirit to deal with: 


Recolle& yourſelf againſt another 
Time, and learn once for all, that 
to differ in Opinion is to ſide with 
a contrary Party : That great Spirits 
never forgive, and but rarely over- 
look it; and then but in Offend- 


ers they deem below their Notice. 


Dozs the Appellation of Kanda 
Head ſtick in your Stomach ? Don't 
lay that to the Doctor's Charge. He 


has only run the Rig a little upon 


it, which any Man might have done 


as well as he. If there 1s any thing 
extraordinary in it, tis to be impu- 


ted to a greater Hand. 


Bur, grave Sir, you ſeem highly 
ſcandalized at the Doctor's not 
ſticking cloſely to Truth, for all that 


' forrowful Countenance of yours. Is 


there no Indulgence to be given to 
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| Bookſeller, as well as ourſelves. 
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Wit? You wou'd not abridge him 
the old Liberty quidl/ibet Audend!: ? 
Make your Rule univerſal and Ban- 
ters out of Date. Why tho' ſhould 
you quarrel at a few poetical Licen- 
ces ? Is it not allowable to take all 
Advantages againſt an Enemy ? What 
has Truth to do with Victory? Am 
I to cramp my Invention for fear of 
training my Veracity ? Such Hide- 
bound Notions would ſoon ſtarve our 


Why muſt Wit and Truth be thus 
incompatible ? Why ? becauſe, as 
the ingenious Mr. Butler tells the 


Saints of his Times, of Grace and 


moral Virtues ; they are 


— —wthin 
Prohibited Degrees of Kin. 
Therefore the Doctor diſallows, 
They ſhall be ſuffer d to eſpouſe. 
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Ix one Word to attack the Doc- 
tor is to attack the united Elegance 
of Rome and Athens. Farther De- 
fence of him would be tedious and 
unneceſſary, therefore I ſhall only add 
the following Fable, which I hope 
you will haye Senſe enough to apply 
properly. — 


A Fox out of Place threatned the 
Fackal to write a Lampoon upor 
him; and at the ſame Time found 
means to inform him privately he 
might be bought off. The Jackal 
deſpiſed him, and the Satyr came out, 
The Compliments Reynard met with 
on the occaſion from the Enemies of 
the Jackall quite turn'd his Head. He 
grew conceited of his Parts, was fond 
of being thought a Wit, called his 
Brethren ſes, and rail'd at, and 
abuſed, ſome of the chief of them. 
Nay Reynard, ſays the Jackal, as 

5 | you 


19 
you daub your own Neſt thus, I am 
not ſurpriz d at your beſpattering 
me. Oh Brother! ſay the Foxes, 
haven't we Foes enough already ? 
Or will it leſſen their Number to 
pull to pieces one another ? 


J am, 


S I X, &c. 
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